had mads our marrage conditional
upon our muﬁ the lagacy, what
would—what would Lucy have done?

Bhe answered that very question.

“Aren't you glad, Arthur, that it
wasn't the other way round?” she
asked. “Suppose he had mslsted up-
. on our being married—why, that
lw?uid have been dreadful, wouldn't
I 4 " =

“Horrible!" 1 agreed.

“And poor Mr. Richardson would
have beed just crazy," sald Lucy.
“Not that that would have made any
difference, though. [ mean so far as
we are concerned."”

Mr. Richardson! Why, he had been
banging around Lucy for five years
at least. Then she must have besn
secretly engaged to him! Her furtive-
nessé In not telling me arcused the
bitterest anger in me. 1 am afraid
that we did not part good friends.

It must have been three months
Ilater, about the time when I received
the first quarterly installment, that I
read the account of Mr, Richardeon's
marripge to Miss Bunting. Oddly
enough, [ experienced a sudden light-

tic City that summer and atopped to
chat.

“Dear old Uncle Jabez !-" sald Lucy
ecstatically. Do you know, Arthur—
-1 dot't mind conféssing it to you

fallen inlove with Luay, it she had
given me the laast encouragemént!

“When did this feeling possess
you?" I msked her. :

“Oh, ages ago,” she said evasively,
“Long, long before dear Uncle Jabesy
died. T wouldn’t have told you, onlyy
—well, I may be engaged shortly." 5

“Who is he?"” 1 yelled, starting ouly
of my chair. 1

“You are very lmpertinent.” shey
answered, and walked away with heg -
head in the air, looking like a Titian
angel. 1
1 don't know why it was, but [ feit
utterly crushed. And presently 1 be-
gan to realize what was the matter
with me. I was in love—and wwith & o8
Lucy! Yes, positively my heart was %
beating like & boy’s when he first
gxperiences the divine pagsion. She
meant everything in the world to me!

I couldn’t wait; I hurried after her,
1 found her entering her Fotal upon
the arm af a smart. dark-haired fel-
low in that sort of suft that |s adver-
tised as "a forty-dollar suit for nine-
teen fifty.” She bowed to me and
walked Into the hotel. With that
man! Aeglki of Lucy's taste! It
sickened me, At least [ hoped that
she would Mave ghown a lttle dis-
crimination in her cholés of a mate
instead of selecting or being select-
ed by a tallor’s dummy! 1 wrota her
a letter asking for an appointment
next afternoon at three o'clock.

1 spent. a night of torture. I passad
the morning walking up and down
the hoard walk. At three o'clock 1
was at her hotel. Her maid handed
me a letter. I opened |t

“] am sorty, Arthur, but | have an

c rhaps some
other time will do? 1am leaving thig
evening for—"

I daghed the letter upon the B
and strode out of the room. 1
reactied the front door of the sul
when I heard a volce calling me.
looked back. There stood Lucy

the door, dressed all in whits




